Pericles Prince of ’Tyre. 

Bring me the Satin Coffin • lay t he Babe 
Vpon the Pillow ; hie thee, whiles I fay 
A pneftly farewell to her : (bdatnely, woman. 

a. Sir, we haue a Cheft beneath the hatches, 

Caulkt and btttumed ready. , 

‘J’er. I thanke thte Meriner lay what coaft i< this P 
2 . We ate necrc Tbarfui. 

Per. Thithar gentle Mariner, 

Alter ihy courle for Pyre , when canfl thou reach it P 
2 . By breakeofday.ifthe winde ceafe. 

Per. O make for Tbrfins, 

There will Ivifitc Cleonfai the Babe 
Cannot hold out to Tjnts ; there lie leaue it 
/£. At earefull nurfing •• goe the wayes goodMariner, 

/ He bring the body prefently. 

Exin 

Enter L*rd C etymon with 4fent*%t i 
Cer. Philemon, hoe. 

Enter Pbtlemen. 

Pbyl. Doth my Lord call ? 

Cer. Get fire and meate for thefe poore men. 

It hath beene a turbolet an d ftotmy night, 

Set. I haue beenc in many ; bat fuch a night as this, 
Tdlnow I neare indured. 

Cer , Your Matter will be dead ere you rcturne, 

Thet’s nothing can be miniftred to nature. 

That can recouer him : giue this to the Pothecary, 

Aod tell me how it wotkes. 

.»• 

Enter two Gentlemen. 

*. gent. Good morrow. 

2. dent. Good morrow to y onr Lordfhip, 

Cer. Geutlemcn, why do you ftirre (o early ? 

I. Gent. Sir, our lodgings (landing bleake vpon the lea 
Shooke as ifthe earth did quake : 

The very principles did feemeto rendand all to topple, 
Pctufurprize and fcarc, made me to leaue the houie. 







Dericks Prince of ’tyre. 

i.Gent.Thit is thecaufc wee trouble you ib early. 

T is not our husbandry. 

CertO you fsy well. 

i .Ge nt .But I much maruaile that your Lordlh ip 
Hauirg rich attire about you.fhculdatthefeearly heurff 
Shake off the golden (lumber of repole ' tis mod ftrange 
Mature Ihould be fo couuerlant with paine, 

Being thereto not compelled. 

Cer. I hold it euer Vcrtue and Cunning. 

Were endwomers greatcr.then NoblenclTe and Riches, 
Cartleflt heyres may the two latter darken and expend ; 
But immortality attends the former, 

Making a man a God ? 

Tii knowne.Icuer fiudied Phylicke, 

Through which fecret Art,by turning ore Authority, 

1 haue together with my pra&ife.made familiar 
To me and to my aide, the beft infulions that dwe Is 
In Ve|;itiues,in Mettals, Stones : and can fpeake of the 
- Diflurbances that Nature works, and of hcreures; 

hich doth diue m e a more content in ccurCe of ctue delight 
Then to be thirfty after tottering Honour, 

Ot tye my pleasure vp in filken Bags, 

Topleafe the Foole and Death. 

l.Qent, Your honour hath through Ef befit/, 
poured foorth your charity, and hudereds call themfclues 
Your Creatures; who by you hane beenc reftored, 

And not your knowledge, your perfonall paine. 

But euen your put fe (kill open,hath built, Lord C eritnee ? 
Such ftreng rcnowne,asneuer (hall decay. 

Enter tree or three with a Cbejl. 

&r.S®,lift there. 

Cer. What’s that ? 

Srr.Sir.cuen now did the fea tofte rP vpon or fhoure 
* hi* Cheft • tis of feme wrack e. 

Cw.Setit downe, let vs lookc vpon it. 

6«t.Tis like a Coffin, fir. 

E ? 



;o 


160 170 


180 


190 200 210 


220 


230 240 250 


260 

II 


270 


280 290 300 


